
TheTragedie. 

Rat, Your Highnefle told me I fliould poft before? 

Kf*£. My mindc is chan gd fir, my minde is changd, 

How now, what nevves with you? Enter Darby. 

Dar. Noncgood my Lord, to plcafc you with thehearin. 
Nor none io bad but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday ,a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doofithou runnefomany mileabout. 

When thou may ft tell f by taleancercr way, 

Once more what newes? 

Dar , Richmond is on the feas- 
K ing. There let him (inkc,andbetbelcasonhiro, 
White iiuerd runnagate,what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty foueraigne but by guefle, 

K ing. Well fir, as you gudfc,asyou guefle. 

Da. Sturd vp by Dorfcr, Buckingham and Elic- 
Hc makes for Eng!and,chere to claimc the crowne. 

King. lsthcChayrcemptie?is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpotTeft? 
WhathcircofYorke is there aliuc but we? 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkcs heire? 

Then toil me what doth hcvpon the lea? 

Dar. Vnletfcfor that my licg«, 1 cannot guefle. 

King. Vnlcflc for that , he comes to be your liege, 

You cannot guetre, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuoult, and flic to him /fcare. 

Dar. No mightic liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

Ktng. Where is thy power then to beatc him backc? 
Where arc thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Arc they not now vpoh the Wcfterne fliore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their (hippes. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friendr are in the North. 

K ing. Cold friends to Richard,what do they in the North? 
When they fhould ferue, their foueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. Thev hauc not bin commanded mighticfcucraignc 
PleafeityourMaieftieto giuemeleaue, 

I.e muftervp my friends and mectc your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maicftie (bill plcafe. 

K/«£./,I,thou would ft be gone toioinc with Richmond} 
/ will nor truft you Sir. 

Dar. moft migheic foueraigne, 
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youhaueno caofetohold my friendfliip doubtful!, 

Ineutr was nor ncucr will be fa!(e. 

Km. Well, go muftcr men : but hearcyou,!caue behindc 
Yourfonne George StanIic,lookc your faith be firmcj 
Q r ejfe,his heads alfurance isbutfrailc. 

Dar, So dcJc with him, as I prouc true to you. Exit. Dar, 
Enter a Afeffenger. 

Mef. My Gracious foueraigne, now in Deuonlhire, 

As 1 by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtic Prelate, 

Bilhopof Exeter, his brother there, 

With many mo confiderates^rc in armes. 

Enter another Mtffenger, 

Jl/ei My liegc-in Kent the Guilfordsare in armes, 

Andeuety houre more competitors 
Flockc to their aydc,and (till their power increafeth. 

Enter another Mefenger. 

Me/- My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

He (bnksth him. 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vnt 1 11 thou bring roe better newes. 

MeJ. Your Grace miftakcs,the newes I bring is good, 

Mr newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difperft and fcattcrcd. 

And he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you mercte,! did mi (take, 

Ratchffc reward him for the blowl gaue him % 

Hath any w'diaduifed friend giuen our. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham f 
Mef, Such proclomatto hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. SirThom3s’LouclI and Lord Marques Dorfct, 

Tis (aid my Liege arc vp in armes, 
tet this good comfort bring I toyour Grace, 

The Brittains Nauic isdifpcr ft, Richmond in Dorfliire 
Sent out a boate to askc them on the (horc. 

It they were his afliftant 3 yca,or no : 

"hoanfwcred him they came from Buckingham, 
Jonhispartie : he miftrufting them, 
iile.and m^dcaway for Brittaine. 
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